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butter; not sage-tea, hot dough, and a pinch of
salt. The chops are delicious ; and the bishop's-
elegant wife and her ladylike friend, by the grace
and courtesy with which they serve the table, turn
a common mountain meal into a banquet.

We leave Bear Eiver with respect for one
phase of the working episcopacy founded by Brig-
ham Young.

In the night we pass by Hanging Eock and
roll down Echo Canyon; a ravine of rocks and
nooks, surprising, lovely, fantastic, when they are
seen under the light of luminous autumn stars.
Early morning brings us to Weber Eiver, where
we break our fasts on hot-bake and leather; early
day to Coalville, the first Mormon village on our
road; a settlement built of wooden sheds, in the
midst of rude gardens and patches of corn-fields,
.hardly redeemed from that wild waste of nature,
in the midst of which a few Utes and Bannocks
hunted the elk and scalped each other not a score
of years since. Coal is found here; also a little
water, a little wood. We glance with quick eyes
into the houses, some of which stand in groups
and rows, as we learn from our driver that those
wooden cottages which have two or more doors,
are the houses of elders who have married two or